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Woodpecker 


Oh, I wish I was a woodpecker 
A wood pecker I’d be 

Sitting on a branch all day 
Pecking in the tree 


Oh, I wish I were a woodpecker 
A woodpecker I’d be 

Drilling right into the bark 

To make a hole for me 


Oh, I wish I was a woodpecker 

A woodpecker I’d be 
Peck-peck-peck-ing on the wood 
Iam of the tree. 
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Sweet Pharmacy 


locking out halogen light, my eye- 

lids shutter the ceiling. (Black and 

yellow, ah-ah). I’m passing out in the 

pharmacy basement after the lovely 
attendant injected my ass with what was labeled to be an intravenous dose 
of antibiotics, but they gave it to me intramuscularly. One gram vile into 
my cheek. It was taking a while to all go in. 

First, I felt ok, just the dull pressure of a needle 
pressing through my tissue. The measured push of the liquid through the 
syringe, down the needle penetrating into the modest muscle of my butt 
cheek. Then I started to feel a little dizzy. My balance began to waver as 
my vision started spinning. I told the pharmacist who was still injecting 
me that I was starting to feel a little woozy, leaning on the plastic and 
chipboard counter. She said we were almost done, almost all in. She con- 
tinued pressing the antibiotic liquid through the syringe down the needle 
piercing my flesh and into my muscle, as I glanced around at glass cabinet 
windows, then the floor. I exclaimed a light “woah”. The pharmacist asked 
was I ok and encouraged me to sit, removing her hand and presumably 
the needle out of my flesh and away from my thigh. She was leading me 
to a chair. I moved toward the chair following her hands guidance of my 
increasing weight on her. Lowered my hip onto it and slid steadily off it to 
the ground. Started sweating profusely all over and asked for some water. 
The seat I was leaning on was already soaking in patches from my touch. 
The pharmacy attendant brought me a basin too, in case I needed to throw 
up, along with a small bottle of water. My ass hurt a lot. I collapsed more 
into the floor for a moment and closed my eyes. The whole time the phar- 
macist attendant spoke gently to me, the way a woman does. She asked me 
do I want her to go and get me something to eat, I said no thank you and 
sorry. I told her I’d be up in just a minute and I’m sorry. My underwear 
and trousers bunched together on my pubic bone, not pulled all the way 
up at my hip. Sweat pulsing out of all my pores. A little of the top of my 
flat right butt cheek still pressed to the air in the basement. Dampened 
hair cooling fast on my skin in the basement. I lay on the floor a while, 
registering its square viny] tiles, apologizing casually once or twice more. 


Reassuring that I’d be right back up. The pharmacist was very sweet and 


SWEET PHARMACY 


dabbed my forehead with tissues. Started to mop the sweat off my arms 
as well as my face. I apologized again. She told me, you don’t need to be 
sorry, and continued to wipe my sweat off me. Mopping my brow and 
cheeks. I was pouring sweat. When I pushed with all my might to open 
my eyelids, I could see her kind face smiling at me, slightly concerned, 
caring, and I could see not so small pools of my sweat on the plastic fab- 
ric of the chair seat and back that I'd slid off of. Anywhere my skin had 
touched, from my exposed arms, my flash of butt cheek, my neck, and 
even through my trousers, had left a puddle of sweat behind as I slid to 
the floor. The attendant asked me had I eaten anything today, it was after 
four or five in the afternoon, I said a bowl of corn flakes, she told me that’s 
not good, I need to eat something. After some minutes I gathered myself 
and stood up off the floor, picked up my things and pumped up the stairs 
around the back of the counter past the younger girl who asked if I was ok. 
I was ok I said, I didn’t scream. The pharmacist told me to lie down and 
please eat something it’s important to eat something she said, I can’t have 
just a bowl of cereal all day. I stopped on the other side of the counter and 
waited, pulling out my wallet to pay. The women, now on the other side 
of the counter to me, told me it was ok I didn’t need to pay, looked to my 
eyes and then to the floor. I said, thank you, and moved hurriedly to the 
door. The attendant who'd injected me said assertively as I was leaving, 
get something to eat, eat something and rest, lie down. Thank you, I said, 
sorry. I limped home down the street and past the men living outside my 
front door on the pavement. Got inside my door and shouted bitch fuck 
fucking bitch Aaahhhhhh. Then continued slower than I had been out- 
side, up the few steps to the building’s elevator. 

It would have been so nice if she’d killed me. 
Or dragged me away behind some square wooden door made of planks, 
hinged off the ground. If she dumped my body in the cellar or carefully 
lay me in there. Closed over the door and bolted it. It would have been 
really nice if she’d done that. I would have liked it. 

Maybe she injected me with slow acting poison. 
Over the next days it could start to show. I'll go back to ask for more help 
and she’ll pull me further into her murderous care. It could be so good. It 


would be. It would be so nice. Holiday 
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In the morning 


In the Morning, 
the birds will sing: 


Perfect Flower 


Are you in pain? 


7 «#18 


Cry baby pt. 2 


defining moment in my life was when 

I ran after my friend who had my 

Gameboy and I needed the batteries. 

I was asking for them back and he 
wouldn't give them back and he started to run home. Coming out of my 
parents’ house driveway and running down the hill, I tripped and fell on 
the ground, grazing my palm lightly. In that moment after I landed on 
the concrete I locked eyes with my friend, and I started to cry. I knew I 
had lost the chase. And that he would get away with the batteries I want- 
ed. My friend walked back up to me on top of the concrete at the top of 
the hill. He looked down at me, still laying on the ground, confusion and 
disappointment in his eyes. As if to say “girl, really...” but in a way that a 
ten-year-old Irish boy Eminem fanatic in 2002 would say it. He gave me 
the batteries back and took his Gameboy home. I think he was going on a 


trip in the car with his parents. 


I’m acry baby, I’m a useless mutt. 
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onl 


magine fucking before AIDS 
you don’t have to, 
Oh, is that great? 


Or... no? 


I want to find a boyfriend taller than 
me and American. So we can each take as many men inside us 


As died inside our respective towers on September 11 2001 


Two shiny glass and metal and concrete cocks 
filled with doomed meat ripping at the sky 

Then we can both lay down 
With my thighs over his thighs, my feet at his head 
My balls to his balls and our’ erections pointing up 
His should be taller 

And we blow our dicks off 

With guns knives small explosives and drones 

Commit ourselves to being pussies 

And move to Japan 


But on our way over we're cocks again 


911 


ur long torpedo bodies one 
dropped from the sky and one 


fired out from a _ submarine 


Long cocks that are pussies 


so. no- explosions on impact. Our balls are cut off 
There we can stuff out our holes with uranium and plutonium rods 
Our prostates are rotted the skin on our bodies is mottled. 
Light ourselves up like neon signs made from marbled glass 


And hang our bodies off corrugated metal walls 
We should both be 29 
Cut off our eyelids to have big doughy eyes staring out 
Our genitals evaporated 
Otherwise, what’s the point in having a boyfriend 
Another bloodsucker wrapped around my balls. 
I want a boyfriend to blow my dick off into bloody smithereens. 


Not another cocksucker waiting on my cream. 
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No Kisses 


ell is no kisses. Therefore, we are in 
hell together. I feel it in my shins 
when you're on my mind. I would 
feel it if I were nine and you were 
sixteen. We're in hell together. I walked out from under the bridge to you 
and your friends standing there with bicycles. None of you spoke a word 
to me and I walked by, down the road. When I was fifteen, I went to on- 
line chat rooms on gay cruising websites. Sixty-year-old American con- 
struction workers and office men, with bellies and beards and moustaches, 
invited me into private rooms. I told them I'd be theirs and they could 
ply me with all the drugs they wanted and keep me at home as their sex 
puppet. I told them I liked weed and acid and ketamine and vodka. They 
talked about everything else and amphetamines and ecstasy. We mastur- 
bated together via live webcam. No kisses. We are in hell together. 
Don’t make me wait... 
... Pm trapped in this body... 
.. you don’t call... 
... and I feel so alone. 


So, we are in hell together. 


I kiss your lips 


I’m so upset I’m not pregnant with a baby right now. 


I want so badly to look into somebody’s eyes, anybody’s. 
Please somebody look into my eyes. 


While I lie on my back, my thighs on your waist 
Both my soft hands cradling your unshaven face 


Staring into each other’s eyes 


I want to be pregnant do it right now. 
Enjoy one fleeting moment. 

Make my pussy our child’s crown. 

I want to be pregnant 


I want it so bad 


makes life fun. 


over a drum. 


I’m dumb. 


pum pum. 


onto your tongue. 


thump thump thump. 


to my dick. 


NO KISSES 


Seeing all these pregnant girls 

Makes me so mad 

I want to be pregnant 

I want to be pregnant 

My biggest enemy’s my heartbeat. It’s what 
My biggest enemy’s my two left feet, tripping 
My biggest enemy’s my high hopes, you think 
My biggest enemy’s my heartbeat. Rah ruh puh 


My biggest enemy’s my nosebleed, bleeding 


My biggest enemy’s my heartbeat, chasing your 


My biggest enemy’s my blood flow, all straight 


He was doing everything I didn’t like. Cocaine 


and bragging about business. 


Everything works out for boys with nothing and cocaine. 


No kisses. 
We are in hell together. 
I drink your piss. 


I felt special and I felt left loved, even when I 


felt abandoned or intimidated or terrified or infuriated or disappointed 


or embarrassed. I knew that my parents not only wanted the best for me 


but really believed and saw in me that I could and would be something of 


my own. And not a staple of social etiquette probably. Like a lawyer or a 


doctor. I could tell they really believed I would be in my own way. 


Kisses, mom and dad, 


not in hell together 
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Baby, we deserve it 


Because baby 
We deserve it 


Every disdainful stare 

A million bitter glances 
Yanked fingers in matted hair 
Crushing feet in slow dances 


I don’t think that it’s so unfair 
Watching each other fall asunder 
I love witnessing you blunder 

To plunder your every wonder 


I care for nothing more 
Than to watch this ship go under 


I’m glad to watch you cripple yourself 
With every aching misstep you take 

I’m glad for you to watch me writhe 

While cold sweats tremble my body awake 


I sense that when you see me wake 
It’s something that you truly hate 


In your dreams, I lay in bed 
You press your pillow 
Across my head 


I heave a little 

Seeing your chest inflate 
That your stillness 
Might my anguish sate 


BABY, WE DESERVE IT 


To watch you die 
Oh, I think I’d cry 
For us to share 

Such a blessed fate 


Because baby 
We deserve it 
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Grandpa Juice 


ll that and I got railed by a hung, 
grey-haired, Greek farmer grandpa 
with a moustache and a belly. Out in 
a big open field. Looking all around 
at the mountains. We took our time. Touched each other tenderly. Felt 
where we wanted to feel gradually. He pulled me along him smoothly. 
Slowly. As though I were a doll. He pushed himself into me deep and hard. 
To remind me I’m alive. He came inside of me. We smiled at each other. 

I told him he was very beautiful in Greek and 
rubbed the back of his neck while we leaned against his car, before any- 
thing started. He drove right up to me walking along the creek in the dark 
on my own. Straight across the field to me. I walked on, away from where 
he’d stopped, turned back toward him and his car. I stood at his door 
while he smoked his cigarette inside. Peering down onto him. He got out 
of his car and leaned back against its door. I joined him, standing there 
pressed against the metal looking into the distance. Outline of mountains 
in the dark. We chatted, a broken conversation, how old I was, a beautiful 
place we were in, he’s old enough to be my grandpa. 

“Yes, it’s beautiful here - and you are too”. 

Made him smile. 

Put my hand on his shoulder. He said some- 
thing I didn’t understand. I removed my hand again and asked in Greek, 
“is that not good?”. 

He said, “it is good”. 

I put my hand on his t-shirt on his chest. Then 
on his belly. I played with his waistband. I felt the outline of his long cock 
reaching down his stained and worn navy sweatpants, further than I’d 
imagined. Took off my leather jacket and placed it on the roof of his car. I 
took out his dick. It was hard and thick. Long and uncut. He took out mine. 
I sucked him. Tenderly, with talent. 

Taking our time, we stood, and I faced the car. 
He put it in me but it hurt too much instantly. I stepped away and said “ow 
ow ow” grimacing, breathing deeply in and out. Looked into his eyes and I 
turned back around in front of him. He lined himself up to me once more. 


I breathed in deeply Then out slowly. He got his fat head inside me. Tight. 


GRANDPA JUICE 


Pressed the shaft in all the way after. His hair and belly on my lower back. 
Resting atop my cheeks. He fucked me some minutes and made a noise. I 
said “finish?” and he said “no, no finish”. We fucked a long time after that. 

I bent forward and he pulled my hips gradu- 
ally further and further from his car back onto him as he stepped away. 
Until I could not reach the silver metal of the automobile with my arms 
and fingers outstretched, leaning all the way over. We fucked in the open 
air. He felt my hips with his hands. I felt his balls with my hand, pressed 
up against my skin. Slick with spit ’'d rubbed on my anus. He felt my flat 
hairy tummy. I lifted my shirt and t-shirt higher on my back, bent for- 
ward more. He felt my nipples through the hair on my chest. Felt the skin 
of my back with his hands. Felt my hips again and slid me up and down 
on him. I pulled my cheeks apart, he placed his hands on my shoulders, 
I rode him pulling myself up him and sliding myself back down. He felt 
full and hard inside of me. Present in me. I pulled my back up straight, 
kept my legs spread in a triangle, my pants and underwear pulled around 
my thighs, my dad’s Spanish leather belt’s silver buckle jingling lightly in 
my pants as the old man bounced me. I looked at the mountains around 
us illuminated by the moon from behind the clouds. He pressed him- 
self against my erect back. Put his hands on my abdomen and belly, low- 
ered one of his mitt-like farm-worn stubby hard hands into my bushy 
brown pubic hair, raised the other hand to under my breast passing his 
dry palms and digits up along my body. Feeling my ribs through my skin. 
I pulled my asshole forward and back on his shaft. He thrusted in me. 
Pulled my hips dragging my anus over his hard penis. Filling me. I leaned 
over once again. He pulled me back and forth on him more. And more: 
then more; more again - still more. Pulling himself, thick uncircumcised 
grandfather farmer penis, hairy around, deeper in me. I grabbed each 
of my cheeks, pulled them apart so the ring of my asshole protruded. He 
pressed as deep as he could in. Some fresh dry centimeters more went 
inside me. I listened to him pant. some groaning. I was moaning loudest. 
I said “oh. My god”. Measured pace. 

Ibent forward further. Put my hands on his hips. 
Started stepping forward toward his car. Irested my chest and forehead on 


its cool metal. Brought my hips closer to feel the machine pressed on the 
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GRANDPA JUICE 


front of me and the grandpa sandwiching my back. He tucked himself in 
close to my body. Closer than we had been all this time. Real close to me. 


On top of me. I lowered myself to make myself shorter. 


Leaning into the car and sliding on 
its door. I moaned while he thrusted in me. 


Now it was all him thrusting in me. Pressed 
tightly into me leaning on me and squeezing me into the glass and metal 
of his car. I shook my hips up and down him as best I could. Mostly he 
thrusted deeply in me. All the way in. He kept going. He held me with 
one arm wrapped below my clavicle, hand down onto my chest, his head 
pressed atop my shoulder. He squeezed me. The other hand on the skin of 
my hip. I listened to the water in the warm sulfur creek running and saw 
the steam rising off it. I listened to him grunting in my ear. He said some- 
thing. He said it again. I was moaning. I said “yes”, in Greek. He pressed 
all his weight on me and all his penis into me. He came into me. He came 
inside me. Thrusted and pulled my hips. Squeezing it out of himself with 
my anus. I pressed back on him. 

Moved my hips away from his car. 

He put his arm around my abdomen. I mastur- 
bated my dick with my hand. Squeezed his still hard fat cock inside of me 
with my anus. Thought of the drips and the warm white pool inside of me: 
Icame on the dirt and grass. We leaned again, then collapsed, onto his car. 
He pressed himself into me and rested his weight on my back. I smiled. 
Ear to ear. I felt happy. 

I felt his cock still hard inside of me. 
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Grandpa Juice 2 


ifted my _ cheek 
twisted my body 
round tilted my 
head down and 
looked into the bowl to see grandpas juice running 
down the porcelain into the water. I smiled. I looked 


again. I smiled. 


Stepped to the sink 


pressed on a silver lever, squirted clear soap into the 
sink. Thought of you, smiled, I miss you, I love you. 
Saw the soap running down the porcelain. 


Washed it away with water. 
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CRYBABY 


I’m acry baby 

I like straight talk 
Miss you by my side 
Every step that I walk 


I’m acry baby 

I act nonchalant 
When I go home 
I jerk it non-stop 


I’m acry baby 

It’s my own damn fault 
Have trouble saying 
What I do and don’t want 


I’m acry baby 

My heart’s always bleeding 
My tears won't dry 

‘til my heart stops beating 


I’m acry baby 

I think your're so hot 
Compared to you 

I see myself as rot 


I’m acry baby I miss you a lot 
Must be the reason 
Inside me’s a knot 


I’m acry baby 

I’m a scaredy-cat 
Everybody tells me 
Quit crying little brat 


I’m acry baby 

I’m a big dumb fuck 

Cut and swollen knees 
Show I suck, I suck, I suck 
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I’macry baby 


and I like my cheeks wet 
wanna test the limits 
of my handkerchief set? 


I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’'macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’'macry baby 
I'macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’'macry baby 

ana cry baby 
I'ma Wy baby 
I'ma chyskaby 
I'macry b& 
I’'macry bab¥ 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’'macry baby 
I’'macry baby 
I’macry baby 


I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby, 
I'macry bab 
I'ma cry bafy 
I'macry baby 
I'macry Jaby 
Tf crf baby 
iy cyy baby 
’ma cry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 


CRYBABY 


I’m acry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’m agry baby 
I'ma By bab 
I'ma @y bg 
Imag 


I like my cheeks wet 


if y 
4 DY 


Ima baby 
I’macry baby 


aby Imacry baby 
baby I’macry baby 
baby I’macry bak 


TImacry} 
Tm a 


baby 
baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I'macrybaby I. 
I'macrybaby I 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’m acry baby 
I’macry baby 
I’macry baby 
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Girl on holiday (Holiday Girl) 


I 


Walk with me 
I’ve got money 
I’ve got my teeth 
All my friends 


iPod gen 3 
Along a canal 
Alone walking with me 


I’ve got memories 
I’ve got holidays 
We did it together 


Just cos of the weather 
Fish ‘em out 
They want to stay put 
It brings me down 
Don’t you want to get out 
In the car 


We go far 
They don’t want to die 
I don’t want to die 
But we have to run towards it 


Faster faster 
Just for the weather 
Just for the weather 

Sun and saltwater 

Let’s go baby 


II 
“Oops 


I’m Jolene 
Again 
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GIRL ON HOLIDAY (HOLIDAY GIRL) 


Dum duh duh dum 
Duh dum dum 


They’re begging of me 
Please don’t 
Please don’t 


But, 
Oooops... 
I’m Jolene again 


A lot of 
A lot of 
A lot 
A lot of 
A lot of people like me 


I would never take anything from 
anybody 
I don't steal 


But, 
Oooops... 
I’m Jolene again 


I was just trying 
To go on holiday, girl 


Holiday girl, 
Sun comes up 
I’m covered in dirt 


Holiday girl, 
My nose is 
Runny 


Holiday girl, 
I’m slowing” 


III 


“Holiday girl 
Cv speaks for itself 


Author of 
So your boyfriend’s a prostitute 
So your boyfriend’s a meth head 
And the upcoming 
So your boyfriend is better off dead 


First name Holiday 
Last name Girl 
Lift up your arm 
Lemme do a twirl 


Holiday Girl, 
I give something unique, 
Some might say 
I’m a total freak 


in that I give me 
I’m as present as I need 
to be. 


For example, 
To describe myself 
I could say I’m a masochist, 


an infantile submissive 
Obedient 
Brat 
baby sub slut, 


a hairy femme butch 
Who loves to top 
who loves to bottom, 
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GIRL ON HOLIDAY (HOLIDAY GIRL) 


who likes to be a bully 
and daddy’s little baby 


a robotic sex doll 
with a hard dick 
and an open mouth 
Warm red slick 


Holiday Girl, 
Nota trap 
Not a trick 


I’m a treat 
To finish in” 


IV: 
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“Holiday Girl, 

My victim mentality nature 
knows no bounds 
But maybe ask yourself 
too baby, 
when I can, 
should I? 

She says she doesn’t mind... 
So should I? 

I definitely could 
But really, should I? 
She’s kind of crazy 
And reckless as fuck 
Kind of a headcase 

So maybe I should 
She doesn’t mind 
She’s been here before 
She’s crazy and tough 
Fuck though, should I? 
The doors wide open 
So should I? 


They always say yeah fuck it 
I would 
Play it like someone else’s record 
And scratch it 
Pick her up like a Greek Plate 
And smash it. 


Holiday Girl, 
I see you bitch. 


Cos I’m Holiday Girl, 
On holiday, girl 

I see things so clearly 
I’m Holiday Girl. 


You don’t like it. 
You don’t agree. 

You don’t see it the same way. 
But I’m right and youre shit. 
Holiday Girl, 

They say the meek 
shall inherit the earth. 

I hope it’s fucking soon. 
I’m tired of being on holiday, girl. 
When will the world be ours? 
A holiday in his world. 
A moon or two in hers. 


Two nights of the weekend. 


Stepping around 
my heart's murmurs. 


GIRL ON HOLIDAY (HOLIDAY GIRL) 


It’s fine girl, 
You're on holiday, girl. 
So lucky, what a hottie. 

And they’re rich 
- then sort of snotty. 


Holiday Girl, 
On holiday, Girl. 


Give ‘em what they want. 
I’m Holiday Girl. 


A holiday from your heartbreak 
A holiday from girls 
Holiday from your normie life. 


Spin Holiday Girl 
Under your arm 
She’s a twirl 


Holiday from your loneliness 
Holiday from your hole 
Holiday Girl’s so filling 


Filling up your asshole. 
Holiday from your hunger 
Holiday from your 
dissociative nature 


Holiday with an angel 
Crazy Holiday Girl 


Holiday from commitment 


Holiday from care 
Holiday from engagement 


Just ask, she’ll disappear” 


“Holiday Girl! 


Holiday Girl! 


We love you so much, 
Holiday Girl. 


Holiday Girl, 
Holiday Girl... 


We've had enough for now, 
Ms. Holiday Girl 


You sound tired? 
Let’s take a trip, 


Holiday Girl” 


V- 


“Tucked in the back bedroom 
There’s a new girl on your dick 
It’s not Holiday Girl. 


You liked that you could play 
You could treat her like a game 
You could experiment, 

In new ways 


Somehow, it’s all the same 
The college girl on TV 
Tries out 
Are girls a hot thing? 


Or just a nice little holiday 
For you 
To sink 
Teeth in 


Never mind if you break skin 
Kind of worried about her blood 
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Don’t suck hers she’ll suck you 


Holiday Girl’s 
Aslut 


Hair in your fist 
Twelve-inch clit 
Holiday girl as fuck 
Holiday girl shit” 


“Holiday Girl 
Holiday Girl 
Go to jail! 
Holiday Girl” 


VI 


“Holiday Girl, 
I spit fire. 
An ever-changing list 
Of things I admire. 


Holiday Girl, 
Don’t remember your name. 
Surface tension, 
My kind of insane. 


Holiday Girl, 
My touch is the bomb. @ 
Please stop asking me, 
Where am I from. 


Holiday Girl, 
Here’s what I’m doing, 
I’m on holiday, girl. 
From my holiday, girl. 


Holiday Girl, 
The locals don’t like me” 
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“Oh but Holiday 
Girl Your visage 
is so unsightly 


Hey Holiday Girl! 
What’s your real name?” 


“Name’s Holiday Girl, 
No joke, 
No game” 


VII 


“It’s Holiday Girl, 
On Saturday night I went to an island 
Stayed with this guy 


On Sunday night he asked me to leave 


Monday, I lived in a cove 
on the beach & 
Under a tree @ 
With my suitcase @ 
Moving along with the shadow & 


Around midnight I drove to the port 
this dom picked me up in his Jeep 
He brought me to a small trailer 
down a dirt road 


Tuesday was my birthday 
I spent fourteen hours 
in the trailer with him 


He tied me up with rope and metal 
Brought out some gargantuan things 


At one stage he left and 
came back with a stranger 


GIRL ON HOLIDAY (HOLIDAY GIRL) 


Tuesday afternoon 


the dom brought me to the docks 


bought me a ferry ticket home” 


VII 


“Girl on holiday 
Holiday Girl 


Tell us where youre going 
On holiday girl 


Girl on holiday 
Holiday Girl 


You are always going 
On holiday girl 


You are on holiday 
You're Holiday Girl. 


Girl on holiday 
In her own world 
She’s making me nervous 
She’s Holiday Girl 


Girl on holiday 
Taking a turn 
Make sure to wear sunscreen 
You don’t want to get burned 


Girl on holiday 
In holiday world 


Would you come to Hollywood, 


Holiday Girl? 


Girl, on holiday? 
Then why’re you so perturbed? 
Look at what is happening 


We're all very concerned 


Holiday Girl 
She doesn’t do anything 
Holiday Girl 
Got anew man 


Holiday Girl?! Holiday Girl?! 
What are you doing, 
Holiday Girl?” 


“I’m fucking people 
on holiday, girl. 


Holiday Girl 
I fuck, fuck, fuck, 
I’m on holiday, girl 
Holiday Girl as fuck.” 


IX 


“Is your brain pink 
Are your balls blue 


Do you like to see me 
thirst after you 


Can I make you think 
Does your hate shrink 


When I gently caress 
Your winky dink. 


Holiday Girl, 
My best friend’s 
A young black cat 
Named Mr. Cat 
Mr. Kitty Cat 
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Don’t take a fence 
Take a stake 


Take a shotgun 
Take all their money 
Take a break 


Take a holiday 
Take the rug from under them. 


Holiday Girl.” 


THIS IS THE END OF CRYBABY 


THIS IS THE BEGINNING OF FANMAIL 


Hello, 
The texts below were written in 
memoriam to SOPHIE and gathered for 
the celebration of her life. 


With all intended respect for the dearly 
departed, your discretion in reading is 
greatly appreciated. 
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Very First Time 
(URL) 


he first time we ever talked, 
you said, 


Whatever you feel inside, 
Ican make you feel better. 
If that’s what you want 
then you know where to 


find me. 


You were talking to me but you 
didn’t know who | was specifically. One of 
the millions of people you knew needed to 
hear that. | never had any map or charter, 
the feeling like... yeah... this feels right. 

You were right, you could, and | 
did, feel better. | loved it when you finally 
said my name and looked into my eyes. | 
felt a lot better. Thank you. It wasn’t out 
of greed. | knew you were right all along, 
and thank you for calling anyone forward. 


Second First Time (IRL) 


can’t remember what you 

played, sitting on my couch 

the first time. Maybe that 

song Happiness that’s like, 
through strength I found love in time I 
found myself in happiness with you — ouh 
hoo hoo hoo hoo hoo hoo. Maybe not that 
one, something in that vein. Something 
that maybe people could consider as 
cheap or throw away. Something people 
might call pop trash. But you knew every 
word as | did. You asked me who the 
photo was on my wall of the woman in 
front of the purple background smiling, 
because you knew her. | said, Karen 
Carpenter. You said, that’s right what’s 
that song again? | said, “Close To You”, 
and sang a little of it to remind you. You 
said, “yeah can we play that next, smiling 
and laughing on the couch.”. 

Orgasms are a shitty comparison 
for the joy | felt talking with you. Think | 
started sneezing. A lot. Ina fit of sneezing, 
| melted in front of your beauty. Sorry for 
my para-social excitement. Thank you for 
looking past it. | really like you too. 
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Rickety Rave 


hen we met, Sophie came to my apartment on 

Solomou with Manji one night before a rave. 

Manji was surprised to see my switch go on 

as they arrived together through my doorway. 
Realizing only then that | wasn’t a fan of her music when it came to 
Sophie. | was a SOPHIE stan to my core. Her music and artistry shaped 
my world. We were crowded into my rickety small apartments painting 
studio/sitting room. The large free-standing metal fan pointed directly 
toward Sophie’s face on full blast. | didn’t have a/c. Sophie was sitting 
on a small reddish two-seater couch that was more of an upholstered 
bench I’d picked up off the streets and covered in plastic sheeting and 
masking tape after hoovering it. She complimented my place when she 
walked in. | knew it was busted but it was polite to say anyway, and | 
think she meant it’s charm or character. | have trouble taking most things 
people say at face value. Sophie though, had a quiet sincerity. When 
Sophie asked me what kind of cereal I’ve got, peering her head into the 
kitchen and nodded approvingly at the Cheerios Cornflakes Cocopops, 
that was great. It was July or August 2020. | excitedly told Sophie about 
my k-hole the night prior, listening to Ozl of Every Pearls Un-insides 
laying alone on my bed in the dark. She was, in a coy way, quiet and 
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reserved, at the same time obviously confident. Knowing well, if a little 
nervous and frazzled by the many new faces. Not unable to handle 
the wild energies and personalities being thrust at her. The attention 
and instant joy she elicited. Others’ feelings of connection to her, total 
strangers who felt attachment. | did for sure. As a huge fan. What a weird 
thing to be. Blowing full power in her face, her basking in the breeze. 

With Baby, Shelly, and a handful of others we got two taxis to 
a rave in an empty parking lot, down the back of some building along a 
dusty road with gravel. One guy with a small barbecue grill and souvlaki 
sticks by the entrance and some other vendors outside selling bottles 
of water and coke from a bucket. | was surprised to see this superstar 
moving through the crowds and public without being recognized or 
swarmed. Cropped black leather Versace jacket. Baby said, “this is 
Greece she’s not famous here. Nobody knows who the fuck she is”. 
Maybe that was a blessing for her, | don’t know. At the party there was a 
large wooden boat to the right of the stage where Sophie sat with Manji 
for a large part of the night. The boat was partly decaying, about twenty 
meters long, people were climbing and sitting all over it, swinging 
around its mast avoiding the holes. 
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Clown Shit 


Baby told me Sophie said, “you know Baby | don’t like it when 
people are stressing me out”. 


New world order, 
no 
more 
gods, 
only SOPHIE. 
Yall know God 1s trans so let's pray to her and stream Trophy. 
- food house. 


ne night it was the four of us in the apartment on 
Kolonou where Sophie and Manji were living 
together. Myself, Baby, Sophie and Manji were 
having a lock-in through a quarantine night's curfew. 

Sophie reminded me of a teenaged girl building sandcastles, 
or, bored baking with her grandmother. Running a small sieve through 
flour. It was during lockdown two and Sophie was finishing the Clown 
Shit remix for Baby. We listened to the Clown Shit remix over and over 
skipping back to parts and starting again and checking details on the 
huge speakers. To see, whatever it was that Sophie was looking for. 
Was it perfect? Is this it? Is it here? Do | need to do more? Is this good 
enough? 

Walking through the narrow space between the granite top 
island and the door frame, Sophie asked me standing in front of her 
computer, “what do you think Dylan?”. | said, “hmm... yeah, what do you 
think? how do you feel about it?”. By that stage the song was driving 
me fucking crazy. Up the wall wall wall wall wall. Think Sophie said, 
“yeah”, in response. | said that | could see myself in a big dark room 
with a loud system losing it to up the wall wall wall over and over on 
the dancefloor. In retrospect, | wonder had Baby mentioned to her that | 
inspired part of the song, was she teasing me, in a fun way. 


Too many distractions, not enough actions. 
These bitches be on some clown shit. © 
- BABYNYMPH. 


Don't spit on the table. What are you doing? Why, is that not 
nice? Is that bad? Don’t dance on the table you'll hurt yourself. No, it’s 
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fine. What? Get down? Get Down! What? Holding on to the edges of the 
dining table for dear life should it flip. Get down from the ladder now! 
What are you doing? I’m. I’m going up the wall. I’m going up the wall 
wall wall wall. Who knocked over this ashtray? Well clean it up! You 
look like a horror movie. Ladies. What did you say? Ladies. Ladies? Pf. 

What we did for seven or eight hours with Clown Shit on repeat. 
Sophie had cooked something by a Japanese Californian chef from a 
masterclass series she’d taken online. It’d been cooked earlier in the 
evening before | arrived. Sitting a few hours already. She offered me 
some when | came in but | declined at the time. 


Ican see you like my name let me rest it in your mouth. 
Bitch open wide. 
Inside out. 
Upside down. 
Too turnt out. 
Inside out. 
Keep your body trembling know you want it now. 
- Shygirl. 


Whatever the dish was called, it tasted amazing. Sophie 
repeated her offer later, asking did | want to try a plate now, | think, or 
maybe | finally asked. | was so high | hesitated at the thought of food but 
| was hungry too. A little hesitant to take. | think through all that, giving 
is a taking of sorts too sometimes. Giving love and adoration, can be 
demanding. 


Touch myself. Watch me touch myself. 
Inside out. Too turned out. Upside down. 
- SOPHIE. 


| exclaimed loudly - oh my god this 1s so fucking delicious. Started 
rambling about that | didn’t know if it was because | was high or if it was 
the food but it tasted amazing. Manji and Baby and Sophie took a plate 
too then. Not that | didn’t know, but while eating | really understood, talent. 
Blessed touch. It pours, spilling into everything you do. Rich people can 
buy nice pots and pans, a good oven, fresh organic ingredients with the 
best flavour, elite classes. Sure. Doesn’t mean it'll taste good though. 
After the first bite | understood. Like wow, wow. Meant a lot she shared a 
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plate of home cooked food with me. At my worst moments, a miscreant, a 
pervert, a loner, a clown. She didn’t seem to care what my worst moments 
might be right then, who | was to anyone else. 

What stood out to me about eating was how Sophie offered it. 
That she'd care if you were ok, when it was quiet and you were alone. That 
she maybe knew, accepting food was ok, when | couldn’t relax about the 
balances of giving and taking. The flavours were really spectacular. Well 
balanced. Complementary and individually outstanding. Playing on my 
palette. At the time | ate a lot of fast food, a lot of sweets. This was all 
vegetables and herbs spices. Layered. Maybe some aubergine. Things 
| didn’t like too much generally. She’d put them together into the best 
thing I’d ever tasted. 

We'd had enough of tomfoolery after that. Manji and Sophie 
played Lanark Artefax’s live set loud on the big speakers. The music 
made them some type of ecstatic. Riding on each other's laps staring 
into each other’s eyes. “Do you love me Manji?” “Of course I love you”. 
Grinning and making out sitting between the dining table and the island 
with all the pile of laptops. Baby was showing me how to play around 
on the sound board and whatever program was open for programming 
sounds in. | struck offbeat beeps and boops making eerie noises in the 
background, soundtracking the minute conversations and movements. 

At one stage in the night, when the air in the room glittered with 
the invisible dust of crackling light, Sophie sat to my left and Baby sat 
to my right. | was looking at my hand. Sophie put her hand in the air 
beside me and lilted it to the left and right. | raised my arm to meet hers 
parallel and swayed in unison. Baby then raised their hand to my right 
and likewise swayed in sync. Gold glistened in a trail along our dancing 
limbs while we sat and watched the air vibrate around us. Looking to 
one and other knowingly, in awe. In sugar we’re going out swimming. 
Bartering with sweet fate for just a little bit more. Around sunrise things 
were quieter. Still finishing the track, Sophie was laying on the sofa 
facing the speakers, listening to it again. | was sitting at the dining table. 
Manji was keeping home. 

Sophie switched off Clown Shit and played Candy/Sugarbaby. 
It sounded so extremely fresh on my ears. | couldn't tell was it Madonna 
or who was it but | waited ‘til the next time | was over to ask any questions 
about it. Enjoying the listening. My narratives building in my mind of 
what Sophie was saying in the music. Likely, she was playing some 
unreleased Gaga for us because she enjoyed it or thought we would 


CLOWN SHIT 


enjoy it. Gaga sang, YOU ARE. TREATING ME LIKE CANDY. YOU 
CAN CALL ME CALL ME CALL ME. YOU CAN CALL ME SUGAR 
SUGAR. YOU CAN CALL ME SUGAR BABY! 

| wondered. Do you feel what my anxieties tell me you could. 
That the song Lucky by Britney is all too true for many sweet and 
talented people. That people flock around you, and regardless of 
their intentions good or bad, you may sometimes feel alone in the vast 
distances between you. That being a star means you shine light, you 
emanate warmth, and are you surrounded by darkness, great distances 
around you. | remember that Nina Simone sang Stars before Feelings, 
in one recording. And that Cecile sang Feelings in Sophie’s live show. | 
worry, as a trans woman, is it nauseating to see those who want you want 
you for tokenism? As a genius, does it hurt to see those who want you for 
greed? You are treating me like candy, you can call me sugar, sugar. You 
can call me sugar, baby. Existing to be consumed may not be as sweet as 
it's made out to be. I’m sorry. 
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nother night we watched the two different videos for 

TRANSNATION. Sophie saw my eyes light up when 

she mentioned the track, talking to baby about the 

ime they were filming. She asked did we want to see 
the clips on her laptop. | was so blown away. Four of us huddled around 
Sophie’s laptop in her kitchen watching the source of the lore play out in 
front of us. Seeing Tzef and Sophie and Manji in the same scene in the 
same moment in the same shared creation. What a brief lived moment 
in space in time. So delicate. | said it was going to do for the world what 
Madonna did for sex in the 80’s. It’s next level. It’s groundbreaking. It’s 
next world. 


Awhole new world. You think I’m an ignorant savage. I guess it 
must be so. But I know every rock and tree and creature. Has a life, has a 
spirit, has a name. But if'you walk the footsteps of a stranger. You'll learn 
things you never knew, you never knew. The rainstorm and the river 
are my brothers. The heron and the otter are my friends. And we are all 
connected to each other. In a circle, in a hoop that never ends. 

A whole new world. Seafoam blue. 


| said “It’s like if Aphex Twin were iconic.”. Baby said “Aphex 
Twin is iconic.”. | said “No. Aphex Twin is cool but not iconic. Madonna 
is iconic”. 

Talking with Shelly | said that | prefer Lukas Hoffman’s work to 
Anne Imhof’s. Anne’s is too ‘this is us’ ‘Berlin’ model casting hot boys 
in black going to Berghain for me. Fucking amazing. But | like Lukas’s 
frolicking and playful sweetness in danger more. Also, the styling in 
Lukas’s is just &. They’re very different and essentially unrelatable and 
incomparable. But | prefer. I’m more attracted. Maybe the main takeaway 
should more so be to observe without evaluating... Attracted though. 

In the following weeks | managed to have a breakthrough using 
some dmt I’d bought months prior. I’d tried using it a bunch of times 
before but mostly ended up with only some intense colouring of my 
surroundings and minor visual hallucinations. This time was different. 
BABBLE BABBLE KISS BITCH. 

Sat on my bed alone at home, | laid out some pillows around 
me, put a little bit of weed in a glass meth pipe I’d bought, long narrow 
tube with a bubble on the end. A hole at the end of the tube to suck 
through and a small hole on the bubble to impart things inside. Scooped 
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some dmt crystals in on top of the weed, away from the glass. Using a 
blue flame lighter, | lit underneath the weed and waited to see the dmt 
crystals on top evaporating into a thick white smoke. Sucking on the 
narrow end of the glass pipe | took a long deep inhalation keeping the 
fire burning as long | could. Hastily, | placed the lighter and glass pipe 
away to my side on the bed. 

Similar to a salvia bong that we used to do as teenagers with 
my friends, things went BOON. | fell back on my bed and found myself 
in a light lime green and white cavern. Everything was very smooth and 
glowing with pillars in the distance. | was in the center of the glowing 
space with one being. It was an anime Juliana Huxtable, her eyes drawn 
like a Julien Ceccaldi artwork. Her skin was the same colour as the 
green, blue, yellow acrylic painted Frank Benson sculpture of her from 
2015. Juliana said a lot of things to me fast in an alien language. | looked 
around and saw several other beings in the space further away dotted 
between the columns. | looked back to Juliana. 

She sent me back into my room and | awoke rolling around over 
my duvet laughing and moaning in an ecstatic all over body orgasm that 
lasted five to ten minutes more. | was moaning very loudly as though my 
penis were spilling out a continuous fountain of warm viscous ejaculate. 
All over my body felt as one gestalt erogenous zone. 

This experience cemented in me, “you’re trans”. It wasn’t that 
| hadn’t considered, known, or been aware of this before. Though this 
experience felt as though my body and mind came in line with the 
universe and an understanding of itself and who | were. | understood 
something heavenly and something altogether common. After this, | 
believed everyone, or anyone, potentially could be trans. The question 
being, do you want to do trans? | think, therefore | am? Or not... | do, 
therefore | am. Dramaturgy vs Stoicism. 

Some days after | had my first DMT breakthrough experience 
alone at home, | brought it to Sophie’s apartment because the others 
wanted to try it too. There were more of us there this time. | think Sophie 
was the only person who worked it for that night, though the others all 
tried it. Shelly told me, “It’s consciousness expanding, so... expanding 
zero is still zero.”. Which, | fucking love well timed wit, a bitchy joke, made 
me laugh a lot. But really, | think it’s just a hard thing to do and it takes 
some level of relaxation and openness to the experience for it to happen. 
| didn’t do it again that night, mostly for the following conversations you'll 
see. It was a couple of hours after everyone had tried it, Sophie being the 
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first. After her experience, Sophie went to her bedroom with Baby and 
Manji a while to chill out, then later came back to the kitchen table. 

It did happen often that | would be sitting at the same end of 
the kitchen table, nearest the door, by myself. | didn’t speak Greek. 
Other people were sitting at the table as well on different parts and 
maybe hanging around the couches or dancing. Sophie came out of her 
bedroom and sat down next to me at the table. Slowly, we started to talk 
a little and | asked her what she thought about her experience. 

It’s something difficult to put into words, we agreed. | shared 
some information Shelly had found from research online. One thing 
in particular that someone had said, a story about a guy who when he 
came out of his first trip he immediately thought, | have to go back, | 
have to know what they’re telling me | have to bring back some of that 
knowledge. Still the second time, the same thing, and the third he came 
through and said to his friend - if | want to know what they’re saying 
| have to die. His friend was concerned, but they discussed what he 
meant, and he explained that he didn’t want to die, but that he realised 
whatever it was that DMT was allowing him to experience, whether 
internal or cosmic, it wasn’t something made to be understood in this 
world. That the knowledge there existed outside mortality. There was 
no point going back because he’d experienced all he ever could from 
it while being alive. Anything more would just be the same thing while 
damaging his body or removing him from experiencing the world around 
him as he was now. This really struck me, as in my own life, since before | 
was a teenager, | had started using drugs at a very young age. | had often 
thought that there was somewhere else to go with drugs, that there was 
something more to the escapism. Some greater experience. 

While talking to Sophie, we’d been referring to the experience 
of the DMT trip as entering another realm, or having a glimpse of the 
possibility of another realm. However, as the previous story alluded to, 
that can be a dangerous place to be. Should you not necessarily come 
to the same understanding that that man did after one, two, three times, 
you could keep chasing something that will always remain one step 
outside of life. While discussing the experience and outlining or defining 
it for ourselves as best we could, Sophie said, and as | remember it - 
assuredly, “I think | would like to stay in this realm”. 

She may have said that before | told the story about the guy, 
and her saying it prompted me to relay the story back to her. These few 
words she said touched me with real excitement and joy. Beyond that, 
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they confounded in me a knowing that had been happening in my own 
mind. | was overjoyed to hear her say that. Because | knew what that 
meant, that she wanted to be here with people. That there was more to 
be done here. Greedily I’d take from that that if she’d say it to me so -as 
| read it- pointedly, maybe she was telling me, | could or should, too, try 
more to be in this realm, to give and share with others and experience 
what it is to be present with people as fully as we can be. 

After this, we started to speak a bit more in depth about other life 
experiences. We talked about being trans, how trans people historically 
had been observed as deities and oracles or sacred beings. As well as 
how being trans, wasn’t necessarily some spiritual spectacle, but one's 
own step of both aligning themselves and shaking off that which had 
been put upon them by a society that sought to confine the nature of 
human beings. She asked me had | heard of Krishna Murti, | hadn’t, and | 
forgot his name after she told me but in the days after that | remembered 
to ask her again. Even only some of his quotes on fame from google 
images, as well as “it is no measure of health to be well adjusted to a 
profoundly sick society” rang loud like a cathedral bell in my head. 

We talked about addiction as well. How experience wasn’t 
always quite what we’d learned the thing to be. I’d personally never had 
that much of a liking for anything that was physically addictive that I’d 
tried; prescription medications, cocaine, cigarettes, alcohol, heroin, 
meth, speed - didn't like ‘em or have much interest. I’d tried them but 
none of them really grabbed me, so | rarely did them at all if more than 
once or twice. On top of that, throughout my life there were regular 
periods where | didn’t do drugs. Not that | was living sober or choosing to 
be sober all the time. Just that | never felt too hooked or too attached, or 
that | was in something | couldn’t get myself out of. | finished school, | got 
a job and moved out on my own, | went to university abroad, paid my own 
rent, travelled around Europe on my own money I’d earned, travelled to 
Japan, paid off any loans | took out, paid my bills, bought nice clothes and 
perfumes, went to concerts and shows. And yet, sometimes | overdid it 
so much with drugs that | seriously damaged my body. My mental health 
was let’s say “fine”. | was never stealing from people or borrowing money 
| couldn’t pay back. | was consistently employed and achieving the goals 
| set for myself in my career. But more and more | was unsatisfied, and 
going deeper into escapism, while remaining superficially functional 
and successful. Anything | wanted, | got, and | got for myself, anything 
| needed. However, the harm to my body, this was undeniable and 
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potentially irreversible. The alienation that | was inflicting upon myself. 
And largely, the guilt, the fear, and the shame; that | may have been more 
equipped, for whatever reason, to superficially handle the challenges of 
drug abuse or addiction than those around me. | found it unsettling to 
feel that | was climbing into holes with people | cared about acting like 
it’s fun, knowing not all of us might be able to climb back out. That it’s a 
hole someone has to climb out of for themselves. 

I’m oversharing, but | don’t really want to share anything Sophie 
shared of her experiences that | wasn’t there to experience at the time 
too. | think or | hope it’s ok to say, this experience of realising that you 
can “handle it”, that you can continue to “succeed” while in the throes of 
something that is actively harming you, which we inflict upon ourselves, 
is something Sophie had previous knowledge of. That she shared her 
knowledge of this with me and her experiences with the damages to the 
body, and damages to the person - for lack of a better word, resonated 
with me. Knowing that she had come to a similar understanding of words 
and experiences, and what that meant for choices she made to move 
forward. It was very compelling and compounding to hear clear honesty 
from someone | admired so much. | found that sharing to be a very kind 
gesture. 

Understanding what problems are when it doesn’t really feel like 
there is a problem, it’s important. When you’re doing fine and everything 
is going well and you feel good. But there’s a problem there. To be able 
to be honest with yourself, to choose to stay in this realm. | think it’s a gift 
to share these things with people. 


DMT (KOLONOU PT. 1) 
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Mushrooms (Kolonou pt. 2) 


nce we were on mushrooms, five of us in the 
apartment on Kolonou during the second lockdown. 
Two bedrooms, two bathrooms, wood floors, 
high ceilings twenty feet maybe, furnished well - not 
overly so. Couches in the two living rooms, dining room set, nice oven 
and sink, long hallways, small patios and fire escape. In the living room 
directly off the kitchen there was the couch backed up against the granite 
topped island that sat in the doorway between the two rooms. On top 
of the granite is where the laptops, music pads, all the cable hook ups 
stayed. More laptops in the drawers of the desk below. The many new 
MacBooks scattered around like sketchbooks made me laugh to myself. 
Pam, the tall and leafy palm plant often atop the granite too, when she 
wasn’t outside on the fire escape. Then in front of the boxy comfortable 
sofa the space was empty. A large cavernous space for dancing and for 
lying and listening. About fifteen feet deep. On the opposite side of the 
room against the wall on either side of the large wood and glass windows 
were two large heavy looking speakers raised off the ground to about 
chest height, almost eye level. Deep black rectangular boxes. Seven 
thousand euro each apparently. Leading industry professional standard 
audio monitors. Very blissful to listen to. 

Tucked into the couch cushions snuggled under the granite 
island, towering ginger deity plucking electronic chords from behind you 
and the sound charging at you like an army of love notes from across the 
empty space. Silently and stilly listening. Or dancing in socks on the wood 
floors (on new year's shoes were allowed - for the looks, for the dolls). The 
rest of the building's apartments were apparently unoccupied. Allowing 
for unrestrained volume. Sometimes a clear plastic inflatable seat about 
two or three feet high filled with gold confetti resting on the wall to the 
left of the room. 

This night we sat mostly around the dining table in the kitchen. 
Speakers blasting directly in on us. Two or three half eaten huge pizzas 
in boxes laying on the glass atop the table. No spit. No powders. Some 
things laid out that | did not understand at all. Cases of plastic liquid. 
Boxes full of these little plastic single use containers. Packets of vacuum 
sealed or blister packed things. (“Moans”) 

Sophie said something but | can’t quite be accurate because 
of my highly hallucinating state. | was really wasted that night. Showing 
up already high. I’d been spinning around at home alone, dosing G and 
munching fungi. Proceeding to make a mushroom tea for us all when | 
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arrived and finishing the stringy bits from anyone who couldn’t bear to 
chew them. | always imagined Sophie could match me, not on handling 
drugs, don’t think | handle anything all that well. But on willingness to 
push it further. Of course, she pushed it further where it matters. Making 
a whole new world, not only escaping into one. Imagine some kind of 
boredom with reality. Boredom with drugs too. 

But anyway, she noticed me noticing things and my general 
discomfort, never being sure did | belong where | was sitting. And she 
asked about my anxieties, “Why? Should | have any reason not to trust you 
Dylan?”. Looking me in the eyes. Jarring, yes, but assuring too. | thought 
and said “no”, or said nothing. Believing no but not acknowledging it 
to be necessary to say out loud. | can’t remember right what she said, 
something like; “You’re here, you’re part of it, you’re in it now”. Something 
that rang out to me like; congratulations you got what you wanted you 
can say you were here now, you desperate bitch. Something maybe also 
feeling like; feel safe, relax, we’re all friends here, we’re the same, we’re 
all people. | vomited in my mouth, swallowed. | couldn’t tell where the 
line of sincerity fell. High as a goose hallucinating. She was walking away 
already when she spoke that line to me. None of what | said above, most 
likely. 

The room twisted in a knot around her, ceiling spinning round 
to the floor. Something that tickled my nerves and the ‘everybody hates 
you’ reflex of my brain. | couldn’t tell was she saying - you’re welcome 
and relax, or, sarcastic congratulations. Calling out my social climbing, 
or, soothing my insecurities. Both? Neither? 


You're in the gang, you're not in the gang. I saw you driving on 
your own no idea where you're going. I saw you driving on your 
own no idea where to go. Higher and higher and higher. Higher 
and higher and higher. You're in the gang, you're not in the gang. 

- A. G. Cook 


| remember some nights people talking about their lives and 
asking Sophie questions, the girls all gathered round. Sophie asked me, 
“and why are you here, what are you doing in Athens?”, seeming genuinely 
curious. | didn’t get to answer, it would take some time and other people 
were more eager to fill the space. 

Later in the night with the mushrooms, Sophie pointed out the 
funny power of a cigarette, commenting to Ben, while | lit a fag between 
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my fumbling fingers dragging it haphazardly to my lips, very fucking 
high. | quivered as | remembered what it was like as a teenager to be in 
a room or an alleyway filled with boys hallucinating like crazy not sure 
if people were laughing at you and what that meant. To be laughed at. 
But feeling too, in this instance, well she’s right. It is funny the power a 
cigarette has when you’re so high off your head you can’t keep a grip on 
anything and you’re not sure where exactly you are physically or socially 
or spiritually but gripping onto that cigarette and lighting it and pulling on 
it and releasing, gives you some sense of assuredness. Some sanity in it 
all. What am | doing here? I’m smoking. 

One of the first things Tzef said to me when we met, speeding 
down the highway in her black Mercedes, “What is this stop that get rid of 
that now. You need to get rid of all your insecurities.”. Baby told me that 
that night with the mushrooms, Sophie leaned into their ear over their 
shoulder and said quietly, “Would it be weird if | told Dylan | really like 
him.”. She never told me. Baby made up stories a lot too. This one | like to 
believe is true. Manji and Ciaran tell me she liked me too. 

Once when | was sleeping, Sophie came in to check on me with 
Manji and asked did | need anything. I’d laid down on the cold hardwood 
floor of the hallway to relax away from the main bustle of people in the 
apartment. Maybe | was passing out. Sophie and Manji put me to bed in 
the spare room. Coming in to check on me, it was a pleasantly light delight 
to see this tall curious person looking at me gently and asking if there was 
anything | needed, checking was | sure, and closing the door again gently 
to let me rest. | felt such pleasure the first time she invited me round to 
her place. On the phone facetiming Baby telling them to come round and 
a big jolly good British “and tell Dylan to come round too”. | need to hear 
it in someone’s voice that they don’t hate me. Like when she’d offer me 
food when no one else was around. Walked by and leaned a hand on my 
shoulder. Some gentle gestures of reassurance to an anxious mind. 


Feel it for the first time 
Lightning running through me 
Lightning pushing fire through my veins 
So say goodbye 
To all the times 
I felt like Ihad to run and [had to disguise 
You just gotta do you I’m just gonna do me 
- Charli XCX 
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Social climbing, it’s interesting anyway. Whatever of it | perceive 
in myself. Or what it means in other circles. For me it’s meant pursuing 
what attracts, just going with that. Up and down and around and all over, 
a mosquito. | think about something a psychologist said about, you’re at 
a party and someone is talking to you and from the other side you hear 
another conversation that is more attractive to you. It’s natural, attraction. 
Not to say social climbing doesn’t exist too with intent. I’m not really sure 
what that would mean or look like. Hard to know another’s mind or intent. 
If there is any difference. To have an intent and purpose with where you 
wanted to go and particularly who you wanted to meet and know. Then 
again, | did know | wanted to meet Sophie for years. And she never knew 
of me. | knew | wanted to spend time with her. No real agenda though. 
| was attracted. But everything that | did, brought me there, without a 
plan or plot. Mostly completely haphazard behavior and instinctually | 
ended up where years before I’d dreamed of being, sitting at a table with 
someone who’s music made me long to be near them. Even when | was 
moving away from myself, it brought me closer to what was attracting 
me again. When | was lonely in Glasgow. When | was wasted in London. 
When | was home in Ireland watching others online being where | thought 
| wanted to be. When | was moving to Athens without any connections or 
plan. 

One time Sophie suggested that she should put me on a track 
and just credit me as Dylan, laughing and smiling. Elation*. That was one 
of those moments that made my life feel validated, to me. The things you 
can’t get some certificate or award for, that just feel so right down to your 
soul like you’ve made all the right choices for yourself, regardless of what 
you do or don’t have in the end. 

| liked that Sophie’s empathy seemed educated, something 
she worked towards actively and knowingly. Shelly shared with me a 
conversation they had - discussing behavioral biology. This kind of thinking 
is important to me. Never as an excuse or fix, but for understanding; why 
is someone, how someone is. 

A British guy | met told me about how he went to a private 
boarding school at a young age at the behest of his grandfather and 
a trust he had left for his schooling. He told me that he felt boarding 
school had instilled in him a deficit of empathy, that the school’s ethos 
was formulated around the ‘keeping up appearances’ ideal. British 
class systems etc. | understood he experienced mistreatment at least, 
if not also abuse in some forms at this school. That these experiences 
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combined with his parents, from childhood, becoming like visitors to his 
life, added to him not having any empathy or not being an empathetic 
person. This guy told me how the separation from his family, particularly 
his parents, how from then on out their relationship was akin to investor 
and investment. That they’d check in on him now and again to make sure 
things were going on the right and jolly good British path of nefarious 
elitism and classism, coasting. That the closeness of their relationship 
evaporated as parent and child and this was largely responsible for the 
man he was then, in my opinion, a vapid hungry asshole. | hate that shit. 

As much as | have empathy and do think behavioral biology is a 
useful tool or science. Particularly young, or old really as well, privileged, 
particularly cis straight white men, are often all too eager to throw in the 
towel on what may be difficult for them because it means addressing their 
own behavior and actions and taking on hard to do elements of working 
on yourself and ownership and responsibility, or making amends. It's 
easy to point to what was essentially an extremely privileged childhood 
and say, my parents didn’t hold me close enough - not my fault - | don’t 
have any empathy and that’s just how it is. Letting yourself off the hook for 
being a flop of a person. 

| read from my experience of spending time with her that Sophie 
was eager to really learn and to be challenged. That she appreciated 
when her thinking or ideas were challenged. When someone was willing 
to spend the time to discuss something with her and offer another 
perspective that she may not be familiar with. That’s a beautiful trait to 
have. | think it comes from within for sure but that it relies heavily on the 
personal nourishment we have around us. How we learn to want to listen, 
to want to care, to be discerning about who you listen to - not for what 
it can bring you materially, but for what kind of a person it can help you 
to become. How we learn to care enough to understand that it’s worth 
considering what an opponent might be trying to convey to you. In the 
creative process as well as in a personal context. | was enamored with 
how Sophie held herself, in my eyes, as fiery and flippant as any person 
may be, you could see her tenderness. Her real need and desire to 
connect to people and to express themselves together and share. 

I’m only writing as a fan as a stan. This isn’t a historically accurate 
document. | didn’t do research. Basing it off experience and mind spirals 
and memory and delusion and hallucination. 

My apologies for the extremely personal intrusions in places my 
nose should not be. Chop, chop, face is the front of shop. 
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Grimace (Grins) 


My teeth are hiding their being compressed 

My cheeks are blushing 

Feel it as the vessels swell in my head 

You’re looking at me then I’m glad I’m not dead 
But you can see |’m in my head again 

You caught me thinking that | wish | was dead 
I’m so happy when you call me your friend 

You know I’m sad because I’m scared it will end 
When you won’t reply to the message | send 


Is this the last round now 

Have | let you down 

I’m always in my head you said 

Why won't | even get out of bed 

| just wish we could rest ‘til when 

We know it’s getting close to the end 

A last dance then 

Before we transcend 

But then we never know when’s the end 
So | suppose we can rest when we’re dead 
It’s been perfect since the day that we met 
Not even sorry about that shit that | said 


My teeth are hiding, they’re compacted 
You look at me like I’m batshit 

My love for you is oh so massive 

We’ve been bad but we got past it 

My eyes are rolling in my head 

Our cheeks are brushing I’m red 

All along, you’ve been beside me 
Know you’re there ‘til the end 

If someone hurt you 

Well I’d kill them my friend 

Now | know 

Me and you it’s one brain and two heads 


GRIMACE (GRINS) 


Music slows down 

We stand out in a crowd 

You don’t hate me were the words that you said 
These long pauses oh they fill me with dread 
Wherever whenever forever 

il y three letters 

We’re only getting better 

When we are together 

Floating like a feather 

Through all weather 

We’ve been bad but we get better 
Whenever wherever forever 
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Sexy (Alive) 


There are people in the world that do 
what they do in a way that is so appealing to me. 
Watching them do it feels so sexy. 

In the way that sexy is the best synonym 
for being in the feeling alive moment. 


Boo! (Cum) 


Ma 
Ma 


e me scared 
e me shrink 


Gimme more make me think 


Ma 
Ma 


e me tense 
e me spooked 


Keep me running in a loop 


Ma 
Ma 


e me jump 
e me shriek 


Show me something 
Gimme creeps 


Make it interesting 


Makes some enemies 
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Image (Identity) 


There’s an unreliability of the external image 
Of person or persons, in person or in media 


The idea of stasis in identity, | don’t buy 
The idea of visual representation of identity, 
| don’t fully buy it 


Don’t think I’m one thing just because you've 
seen me do it a hundred times, 
You know? 
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SOPHIE & Socrates 


Why would anyone follow rule 

Why would anyone conform 

Where did this idea of a collective come from 
We are not and we are one 


Love you 


Fuck you 
Love you 
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Company 


Some people want candy 

| want company 

But only the good kind 

Where there’s tension and comfort 


Some people want heroin 
| want company 

But only the good kind 
Where there’s trepanation 


Some people want sex 

| want company 

But only the good kind 
Where there’s lots of intimacy 


Some people want me 

| want company 

But only the good kind 

Where I’m not sure yet they want me 


Some people want company 
| like to be alone 

But only some times 

When | don’t want company 


Believe in Magic 


f you believe in magic, use it constantly. 
My arm hurt. 
| used to think that as long as | was acting 
irresponsibly towards myself, throwing myself to the sparks 
excitedly, that that meant | couldn’t be there for others in a full way. That 
there was something | needed to change in myself in order to be able to 
support the people who are around me. 

Now | don’t think so. Two people can meet, totally in flames. 

So can ten. So can hundreds. 

My arm hurt from leaning on it. My right arm. From all day and all 
night leaning on my right arm in bed and at the desk, mostly on my bed. 

It hurt so fucking much. My right thumb aches from being on 
my phone. Real pain that runs from my thumb right to my elbow into my 
shoulder tightly wound. 

It hurt so much from this one activity, repeatedly. Loneliness. | 
put my arm around someone else’s shoulder in my bed. The pain is gone 
instantly. My hand is stretched and resting on their forearm. Their head 
is massaging my shoulder. All my pain is gone. 


Magic is a thing 
close to you. 


Magic is a thing inside you. 
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Confrontation (Outro) 


Maybe I’m being too full of adoration and praise. Confrontation 
is underrated. It’s easy to revel in adoration. Rising to the challenge of 
conflict is more engaging. Hot air. Blow it out, suck it in. Pop the balloon. 


https://youtu.be/cDk20lOEqb8 


Nobodys Perfect Dancing Girl (Hannah Montana) WITH EMBED 


coolgirl91 
471 subscribers 


589,196 views Nov 24, 2008 
haha not me i just needed to upload it for the embed thingy haha 


CONFRONTATION (OUTRO) 
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was revolution. | see 
innovation in many 
artists, revolution 
in a handful. I’m 


maybe wrong too in what | say. | don’t think so. Perspective | guess. 
Nicki Minaj could be revolutionary for many people. For others, Nicki 
could be innovation on a line coming on from Lil’ Kim. Lil’ Kim never 
did the accents and Roman Zolanski and all that. Didn’t do Super Bass. 
But yeah Idk, revolution feels to me like something more gestalt. Sophie 
doesn’t sound to me like Spice Girls innovated and she doesn’t sound 
to me like Autechre innovated. SOPHIE sounds like SOPHIE. Many that 
came after sound like SOPHIE now too. Sure, on Transnation | can 
hear Aphex Twin in my imagination, wish the milkman would deliver 
the milk. Couldn’t see Aphex Twin there though, doing Transnation. 
On the nonstop remix album for Oil of Every Pearl’s Uninsides, there's 
reference but it sounds like Sophie. There’s a major reforming of any 
familiarity that is beyond any innovation. It has to do with aesthetics 
and social relationships for sure. Also, the aesthetics of the sound itself 
are reformed beyond. To a level that feels revolutionary. To me. You 
understand better yourself though. 

One night at the kitchen table with Baby, Manji, and Sophie, we 
were talking about record labels and contracts. | mentioned Grimes and 
M.I.A., commenting on something about independence as an artist and 
selling licensing rights to labels on the artist's own terms. Sophie said 
something back about reaching that level of pop stardom, irreverence 
and fame. Her humility, or, self-criticism, comparing herself to others, | 
had to look sideways at her and grin. That these artists, in her eyes, could 
do something, or did do something, she couldn’t or didn’t, possibly. That 
they were more successful than her, more popular. The Grammy’s are 
irrelevant nonsense, in many ways. Evidence, Iggy Azalea’s win. Further 
evidence, Azealia Banks’s omission. However, neither Grimes nor M.I.A. 
had their first aloum nominated for a Grammy. SOPHIE’s Oil of Every 
Pearls Uninsides was nominated for best electronic album. Anyway... 
this isn’t a competition, that’s not what I’m getting to. Grimes and 
M.I.A. are more widely known with a bigger fan base. I’m not trying to 
say who “wins”, only that, it makes me smile seeing people at all levels 
of success and ‘being awe inspiring’, at times feeling insecure or ‘less 
than’, ‘without’. Sophie mentioned being locked in a two-album deal, 
and a twenty percent take from all gigs for some management or label, 
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not entirely disparagingly. In the way that | read it, she may have valued 
freedom and felt that the rattle of the grinding industry was noisome. 

Sophie rolled her eyes and flicked her wrist, keeping the ash on 
her cigarette still, saying something flippant about dry LA record guys, 
agents and managers. 

| remember Solange saying fuck you to the people trying to 
discredit women artists. She was speaking on how often people refer 
to and give credit to the producers when it came to women. Something 
they don’t tend to bring up when male artists work with producers. Dev 
Hynes chiming in with - hey | had a large portion of the True EP written 
before we met. Solange is amazing. | love her music and her visuals. It’s 
super innovative and it’s beautiful. The True EP does sound like Dev 
Hynes. He has a unique and pervasive signature. 

Don’t know what | have to say about it, but | remember Bjork. 
How she worked with other artists and sounds. Like 16bit on Bzophilia, 
in the world's short-lived dubstep era. And with Arca and Jesse Kanda. 
Producers throughout her career brought innovative sounds while 
maintaining what Bjork is through her voice and her sound and image. 
You can hear the others lifting in the sound, but you feel Bjork. 

With Madonna | can see it’s worn out. It reads like a chasing of 
sound. An “I’m iconic bring me the best”. Instead of some immersion in 
it. | wonder with Gaga and Sophie what that was like. If that line, you are 
treating me like candy, has any of the narratives | ascribe to it, either 
way. Don’t know if in time I'll feel too that Lady Gaga is on the same 
route of ‘chasing a sound’ | hear from Madonna. If she'll run her own 
path creatively. Something similar to Bjork. If Bjork’s practice is not so 
different from Madonna’s after all. | just can’t see or hear it. If this false 
narrative I’m loosely stitching is a cost of fame and infamy on the artist. 
Halfhearted criticism. | see one thing, so | think of another and voila, 
here’s some weak opinion from somebody who probably knows nothing. 
I’m an art critic! Things are constantly reminding me of other things, 
so I can never see what’s in front of me... a friend told me. Thanks Ari. 

There’s some expectation occasionally, that as an artist you 
can’t fall back after your initial bloom, or, you can’t blossom the same 
twice... | don’t know. There’s a demand for innovation and that demand 
can be sated by collaboration? | don’t know. There’s the beautiful hand 
up to other artists that is taking place also. Picking someone out of the 
crowd and pulling them on to mainstage. 

Feel like we’re so happy to see the plants in our gardens bloom 
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each spring, the same colours and shapes, somehow new. For an artist, 
| don’t know, that drive to be relevant to be singular to be fresh and new 
and young and ‘of this particular moment’. Is that a drive, or a demand 
from a label or audience, | don’t know. Not sure what it is. Must be many 
things. Different for different people. Or the specific idolization and 
demand put on women. Again, | don’t know. Beauty and youth and worth 
or value. “Our Queen!”. 

From reach to leap. | think that the patriarchal structure of the 
pyramid, with the man on top kicking the smaller men beneath him, is 
what projects our societal DEMAND for a new Queen. Hence, the pop 
girlies, the Divas, the Mothers, the Queens. Even in the UK... Egypt..... 
It's queens that people remember, that people stan. Another king is just 
that, another king. A queen though, grips the social conscious. Idk... if 
you're a man struggling to succeed or grappling to hold onto people’s 
attention, want to leave a lasting impression..... idk. Transition? There’s 
a huge cost that comes with being a woman in this world. There’s also an 
undeniable... supremacy, to Queens. 

Idol worship is real. The punctuation of death, neatly wrapping. 
The singularity of someone like Sophie. While she met A.G. Cook and 
worked alongside PC Music a lot, but wasn’t herself under the moniker. 
SOPHIE sounded like SOPHIE because SOPHIE built SOPHIE. 
Ground up. Not in a void, yes in some isolation. In a personal vision that 
resounded with that of others, that aligned with, that pushed. Blanca 
said in season two episode one of Pose, when Madonna’s Vogue played 
on the radio; the most famous woman in the world singing about us. 
That’s what | thought about Sophie but, the most famous woman in the 
world she is one of us. | think Blanca’s ‘us’ was black queer people of the 
New York 70’s/80’s/90’s ballroom scene. As for my ‘us’, um... SOPHIE 
was making that sound and working with those people and doing those 
things... slutty, shiny, fun, plastic, bodymodded, trans, internet, pop, 
electronic, sexy, queer, stylish, playful, kinky, sweet, tender, crackhead, 
chaotic, aggressive, rough, rubber, car, bitch, cunt, money, lavish, lady, 
pussy, licking, weed, nerd, extravagance, kunt, entertainment! SOPHIE 
wasn’t, to me, singing “about us”. SOPHIE was us. That’s what it felt like 
to me anyway. Not someone singing about you, someone singing with 
you and as you. 

The way | think about Sophie and the way | interacted with her 
at the time is certainly relatable to Plato, Socrates, and Jesus Christ. 
Which makes it all the more understandable in hindsight how annoying 
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it would have been for her talking to me. The roles of teacher and 
student, fan and artist, the overthrowing and challenging, the adoration. 
The beginning, with the adoration, totally boring, nauseating. 

Sophie said it herself about meeting Tzef and how no one had 
ever talked to her like that before. Which, yeah me too when | met Tzef. 
It’s very alluring to meet someone who cuts through the pretense and 
goes straight for the jugular of what they want. In Tzefs case, dominance? 
Maybe even power. And Sophie would have been more used to people 
fawning over her. | was just used to people being polite. 

Anyway, | imagine that’s what took our ways around getting 
close to each other. Why she’d reminded me more than once that she 
had my number, but she never called me on my phone herself directly. 
Understandable. And that around all that when the exterior eroded away 
and we were able to talk with one and other eye to eye, we’d get to raising 
an eyebrow toward one and other, reaching our hands out to the sky. 

The first time | sent these texts to someone, | understood a part 
of myself to be Judas Iscariot. Something about blabbing. About Sophie 
being right about “you can say you were here”. Taylor Swift - So I’ll go 
back to L.A. and the so-called friends who'll write a book about me if I 
ever make it. That and a slew of other offenses. 

Possibly | shouldn’t have said to her, sitting across the table 
from me, while | giggled out that I’d had an idea for a book. A story 
made up using herself as inspiration, a diving board to spring out of. 
She hadn’t paid too much attention to the painting I’d shown her that | 
was working on. The story though, caught her interest. Sharing my idea, 
foregrounding it with, well it’s complete nonsense of course and I’m not 
going to write it anymore. But before we met, I’d had this idea to write 
a science fiction novel based a bit off you and Tzef. | told her the gist 
of the tale about two overlords, a couple who could scale in size to as 
large as the solar system but chose to live in human scale. Two trans 
women music industry executives. Slightly based off the villain in Daft 
Punk’s Interstella 5558, slightly Harvey Weinstein, slightly Yu-Gi-Oh 
wizards, Card Captor Sakura, and Neon Genesis Evangelion angels. 
That in some fantasy world or not too distant future, the people in power 
have extraordinary powers. Beings as large as space and old as time 
who choose to live amongst the mortals. That the toying with and defeat 
of mortals fueled their egos. Like the devil and his games, the fiddle 
playing. Or Zeus. They’d chosen to live as men. As society progressed, 
and with them not enjoying petty annoyance in their day-to-day lives, 
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they decided to transition. To avoid the fluff of cancelation and call 
out culture. Perceiving trans-women at the time to be un-call-out-able. 
A duo of top record company owners and industry big shots, cosmic 
deities, living as trans women to avoid the woke mob. They continued to 
objectify and consume women as they pleased while they rolled through 
all the industry had to offer. Raping, berating, belittling, using, draining 
and discarding as they pleased. All this instead of roaming the cosmos, 
as they’d become bored of the infinity of space. There’s no fun in being 
a star if you can’t shine so brightly you threaten to annihilate. Sophie 
winced a little as | finished briefly explaining the concept. | apologized 
and assured her it was all made-up nonsense anyway, that it wasn’t 
real, and Il’d changed my mind about writing it. | imagined it might 
have struck a little close to home with some of her own inner criticisms, 
the bullying tirades Tzef put out after their breakup, further back to 
Grimes’s early call out of her using a woman’s identity as an avatar. All a 
bit uncomfortable... | don’t think anything was ever meant as foul as the 
light of day can sometimes make things seem. Grimes was a fan after all, 
she wanted to nominate Sophie for a Grammy. 

Anyway, Judas Iscariot, that above, blabbing, and when Sophie 
was dying in hospital, | was at home on acid unable to do anything to 
help, even give blood, because of my drug taking and bareback sexual 
promiscuity. | danced around my apartment high on acid making 
TikTok’s, trying to summon some good willed magic energies. At night | 
watched RuPaul’s Drag Race, the episode where Tia Kofi was lip syncing 
for her life. | was coming down in bed and my mood had turned more 
flippant. | said to myself, ok, if Tia wins, that’s me, and if the other girl 
wins, that’s Sophie. Tia won, then Baby texted me to say Sophie died. 
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after Jericho Brown 
after Anne Carson 


To name deliberate error 
is the root of metaphor. 


The roof of metaphor 
| slipped from under: 


Nitrile blue, a slip, nothing under 
It in the examination room. 


Your room—another exam 
| writhed beneath, throughout. 


Throughout what? | write to be 
That seam of dirt—a meaning 


You meant to hurt, seeming dirt, 
what took me months to see. 


It took months to see it clearly, 
To name deliberate error. 


Poem by Daphne DiFazio 
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after Terrance Hayes 


Read as mere allegory, reduced at the same time to the too literal, 
she is what has no space in which to mean, and so she knows, more than 
the merry testo junkie, what materialism really demands. 


- Jules Gill-Peterson 


You ask for more definition of the 
angels. | ride them out on horses. 
The argument of what they were 
defers to the ink cost frequently 
needed to outlast the Immortal. 
He already knows what silver the 
riders can bear, weighing their horses 
with serifs, dialectical gaps. They were 
curved messages, blush, covered usually. 
Clerical light stretching its own immortal 
jurisdiction. A helmeted ear tunes to the 
violence announced over beaten horses. 
It is impossible to save whichever were 
claimed shadows, so sinewy, hipped.. to 
say nothing of the women trampled some 
thousands of hours. The mutilating extent 


of privileged beauty, the marks immortal. 


Poem by Daphne DiFazio 
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